

tyifleafant conceited Cmedies- 

' *^}h1L Not vndcrftoode none neither fir. * 

f Alone, we will employ thee. 

DidU 11c make one in adaunce,orfot orlwillplay on 
the Taber to the worthies, and let them dance the hey. 

Moft Z?«i/,honcft I5«//,to omrlport; away.j 

Enter the Ladyes, 

^Me, Swectc hartes we flialbe rich ere wc depart} 

Yf Fa yrings come thus plentifully in. 

A Ladie waldc about with Diamondcs t Looke you,whatI 
hauefrom the louing King. 

Eofit Madame,came nothing els along with that.? 
Nothiiig but this : yes as much lone in RimC} 

As would be crambd vp in afheete ofpaper 
Writ a both fides the leafe,niargent and all, 

That be was faine to feale on Cupids name. 

Thatwastheway to make his god-head Wax? 

Tor he hath been fiuc thoufand yeerea Boy. 

Xath. I and a fhrowde vnhappie gallowcstoo. 

Youle neare be friendcs with him, a kild yoiir lifter, 
Kath. Hemadchermeiancbolicjfad, andheauie. 

And foflie died i had Ihe bin Light likeyoil,of fuch amciy 
nimble fliring fpint,lhe might a bin Grandam ere IhcdietLj 

And fo may you : For a light hart hues long. 

2?gf. Whats your darkc meaning mouce,of this light word? 
JCatht A light condition in a beautiedatke. 

Jios, Wc neede more light to findc yourtiieaning out, 
Xath. Yole marre the light by taking it in Inuffet 
Therefore He darkly ende the argument. 

Looke what you do, you doit Hill i’th darkc. 

Xath. SodonotyoUjforyouarealightWcnch, 

Eos. In deede I waigh not you, and therefore light. 

Xath. You waigh me not,0 thats you care not for mei 
Res. Great rcalon : for paft care, is flill paft cure, 

Quee. Well bandied bothja fet ofWit well played. 
yoiihaueaFauourtoo/ ; 

Who lent it.? and what is it.? ' 

Moja. 
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called tones tahor's lojl. 

I would you knew. 

And if my face were but as faire as yours, 

Aly Fauour were as great, be witnefle thrs. 

Nay I hauc Vearfes too, I thanke ‘Fo'onw, 

The numbers true, and were the numbringtoo^ 

I were the fayreft Goddefie on the ground, 

Iain comparde to twentie thoufand fairs. 

O he hath drawen my picture in his letters 
' Any thing like? 

%. Much in the letters, nothing in the praifc, 

Beautious as Inckeja good concluhon. 

Faire as a text B in a Coppie booke. 

Ware pcnfalls, How? Let me not die your debtor, 
My red. Dominical!, my golden letter, 

O that your face were not fo full of Oes, 

^Me. A Poxe of that ieft, and I belhtow all Shrowes^ 

But what was fent toyoo 

From faire D«w4we.? 

Ksah. Madame, this Gloue*' 
jQiKe. Did he not fend you twaine* 

Yes Madame rand moreoucr. 

Some thoufand Verfesofa faithfull Louer, 

Ahudge tranflationof.hipocrifie, 

"Validly compyled, profotmd fimplicitic* 

This,and thefe Peatle,to mefeot 

The Letter is too long by halfc araile. 

^e. I thinkc no leffe : Doft thou not wifh in hart 
^The Chaine were longer, and the Letter fhort. 

I, or I would thefe handes might neuer part, 
i C^tut, We are wife girles to niocke our Louers fo. 

Rgs. They are worfe fooles to piirchafe mocking (b,,. 

T hat fame 'Berov^ne ile torture ere 1 go. 

O that I knew he vy ere but in by th’wccke. 

How I would make him fawnc,and begge, and fcfke, . 

And wayte the fcafon, and obfeiue the times, 

And ipend his prodigall wittes in bootcles rimes,. 

And fliape his fciuice wholly to my deuice, 

And make him proude to make me proude that iefics, 

Ga So 
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